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BY H. RIDER HAGGARD.

She Ieft the teachor's lodgiugs, and was
about to go down to the beach and sit thero
till 4t was time, when she was met by the fa-
ther of the poor erased clilkl Jane Liowellyn.

“(h, Mi=s Beatrice,” be saud, *[ have been
Jooking for youevervwhere. We are in sad
trowhle, mis,  Poor Jaue is in a raving fit,
and walkingabout hell aud that, and the doc-
tor saps ghe's dying. Can you come, miss,
and sep if you enn do auything to quist ber?
It a matter of life ahd death the doctor
says, ok

“BEATRICE.

A New and Fascinating Story.

1

bt
99 of her gatting inflammation of the lungs in

VARKUIOUS CTOSTUNOS I TUO TUrMd,  IT00

this unprovoked fashion! Theend of it will
be that 1 shall not ba able to go to the doch-
ess' ball to-morrow night; and she was so
kind about it, she made quite & point of my
coming; es, [ have bought that lovely
new dresson purpose. Ishould never have
dreamead of going to so much expinss forany-
thing else,” ;

“Don't trouble yourself” said Geoffroy:
*Tho house doesnot sit to-morrow; I will look
after her. Unloss Biflo diesin the interval,
yon will certainly be able to go to the ball™

“Dies—what nousense! The doctor sa
that it fsfa very slight sttack. Why
whu diet”

U] aun sure 1 hops that thers is no fear of

d

of her passlon, wWho sGil TNOUENE moTo o

| ber love than of swing ber own soul alive,

Perbaps it found o bome—perhagps, like her
who prayed il it waslost upon the pitiless
dip,

Then Bastrice prayed no more. Short was

ber time.  See, there sunk the sun in glory; |

and there the great rollers swept along past
tho sullen, desolata headlund, where the un-
dertow met wind and tids, She wonld think
no moreof self—it was, it seemed to her, so
small, this mendicont calling on the Unsesn,

Hentrics smiled sadly; matters of life and | not for otbers, but for self; aid for seif, well

death were in the air, *“I'will come” she
said, “but T shall not be ahle to stay long.™

How could she better speod ber lost hour?

She accompanied the man to his cottage.
The poor chikd, dressed culy in & night shirt,
was raving furiously, and evideotly in the
the last stape of exhsustion; nor sould the
doctor or her mother do anything to quiet
ber.

“Don't you s, shie serenmed, pointing to
tha wall, *there’s toe devil waiting for met
And, oh; there's tho mooth of bell whers the
minister snid Ishould go! Ob, hold me, hold
me, hold mol”™

Beatrice wnlkod up to ber, took the thin
littde bands in hors, and looked her fixedly
In theepis

“Jang,” she mid, *'Jans, dou't you know
e

¥es, Misy Grangoer," whe sald, “I know
the lesson; 1 will say it presentiy.”

Baatrice took her in ber arms, end sat
down on the bl  Quister and quieter grow
thechild, till ;saddenty an awful change passed
over her face,

“he s dying,” whispered the doctor,

“Hold me closs, brld me clo!™ said the
child, whoss ssties returned before the inst
eclipse. “Cth, Mis Granger, 1 sha'n’t o to
beli, shall ! T iim afruid of hell.?

“Na, love, no; you will gfo to lisaven.”

being for self, salvation for sell—this doing
of good that good mizlit come to self, She

| ind made herprayer, and if she prayed again

it should be for Gealray, that he might pros-

| per and be huppy: that be might forzive the
| trouble her love had brought into his life, She
| had prayed her prayer and sdd her say, and

lit was done with. Lot berbo judged nsic
| seemed good to those who judge!

Now sho

! would fix her thoughts upon ber lovs, and by
| its- strength wonld trivmph over the bitter-

ness of desth, Her ovesflashied, and ber breast

| beaveds further out to seny further vet—she

would 1nest those Tollers & knot or mote {rom
the point of the headignd, thai no record
might remain.

Was it wrong I she loved him! She could
not help it, and che was proud to love him,
Even now shas would not tindo the past. What
were the lines that Geaffrey Lind rend to ber?

| They haanted bher mind with a strangoe per-

| sistence; they took time to the beat of ber

. and would not Jeave bor:

| Ofonce sown seed, who knowethwhat the crop is?

Ales, my love, Love's eyey ate very blind!
What would they bave us do* Sunflowers and
popples stoop Lo the wind—
“Yes, ves, Love's eves wio very blind, but

: in their blindness there was mors lzht than
1 in all other sarthiy things, Oh; she conld not

live for him, and with him—it was denved to

June lar «tilt awhiia Then seeing the pals | ber—but she sull could die for him, her dor-

lipe move, Beatrice put her car to the child's
mouth.

“'Wiil you.come with me¥ she murmured ;
“]'am afraid to go nlone™

And Bentrice, ber gray eves fixed steadily
on the closing eves beasath, whispered back,

# that no other sonl conld liear cxerpt thedy- |

ing okild:

“Yeos, 1 will coms presently.”

But Jane heard and understood.

“Promise,” said the child.

“Yeg, 1 promise,” answered Beatrice, in the
same inaudibie whisper. **Sleep dear, sleap;
1 will join you very soon.”

And the ehild looked up, shiverad, smiled—
and slept!

Beatrice gave hor back to the weeping par-
enls uod went ber way. “What a splendid
ervature!™ suld the doctor to himself, as he
looked after ber,
pod the face of motherhood incarnate. A
great worzan, if ever 1 saw one, but different
Lot other women.™

Meanwhile Beatrice made her way to old
Edward's boatshed. \s she expocted, thore
was nobody there, aud nobody on the beach,
Old Edward and his son were at tea, with the
rest of Bryngelly, They would come back
after dari and look up the boathouse,

Ung, ber darling!
“Geoffrey, ear me—I die for rou; ascagh
oy seerifice, and forget ma potl? Sc—hain

|in the rollars—kow solemn they look, with

“She bas eyes like Fate, |

Shn looked at the sea. Thers were no waves, .

but tiin breeze Treshened every minute, and
toore was a long Jow swell upon  the water,
The rollers would be running bevond the
sbeler of Rumball's Point, five miles away.
The tide was Ligh; {t mounted to within ten
yards of the end of the boathouse, She opened
the door, and dragmed out her canoce, closing
thedoor ngnin after her. Ths craft was light,
and she was strong for o wompn, Close to

the boathotuse one of the timber breakwaters |

whicli are eommon at seaside places ran down
intothe water. Bhe drageed the cunoe o its
side, and then pushed it down the beach till
its bow was afloat. Next, mounting on the

hreakwater, she caught hold of the little

chaln in the bow, and walking aloug the tim- |

ber balks pulled with all bher force till the
canne was quite afloat. UOn sbe weut, drag-
ging it nfter ber, till the waves washing over
the breakwater watted her shoes,

Then she brought the canos quite closs,
and, watching her opportunity, stepped into
it, nearly falling into the water asshedid s6.
But she recovered ber balance and sat down.,
In ancther minute she was paddling out to
eon with all her strength.

For twenly minutes or mors sho paddled
unceavingly. Then she rested awhiie, only
keeping the canoe hend on to the sea, which,
without being rough was runping more and
mure {reshly. Thero, some miles awny, was
the dark mass of Rumballs point.  She must
be off it before the night closed in. There
would be ea enough there; no such eraft as
bers eould Hvetn It for five minutes, and the
ide was on the turn, Avyibing siokiog in
thiose watsrs would be carrisd far away and
never come back to the shiores of Wales,

She turned her bead nand looked at Bryu-
gelly and the long famitine stretch of cliff,
How fair it seemed, bathed in thoquist lighta
of summer afternoon! Oh, wns there any
afternoon where the child bad gous, and
where she wan following fastt—or was it ail
wight, black eternal night, unbroken by the
gream of dear remembered tnngs?

There were the Doz Rooks, where she bad
stood ot that misty autumn day, and seen
e wvislou of her coffined mother's face
Surely it was a presge of her fate. There
bevont waos the Bell:Hock, where in that
mmo bour Geollrey and she had met, and
there behind bim was the Amphithentre,
wihwire they tind told their Jove., Haork! what
was that sound pealing faintly at intervals
neroms tho desp! It was the great ship's ball

l

thelr hoary heads of foum, asone by one they
move down upon hér!

The first! its towers High, but the canoa
rides it like n cork.
on the distant land, botstill his glory shines
across the spa.  Preseotly all will be finished.
Hers the breezo is strong; it tears ths bonnet
from  ber bead, it unwinds the coronet of
braided locks, asd ber bright hair streams
ou) behind her. Feol bow tho spray stings,
striking liks a whip! No, not this wave—she
ricss that also; she will die as she has lived —
fighting to the last, and once more, neverfal-
tering, she seis her face toward tha rollers
and consigns her soul to doom,

Ah, that struck ber fulll Oh, sosl
rey's ring has gdipped  from  her wet hand—
falling inta the bortom of tha boat,
regmin it! She wonld die with that ring upon
her finger; it is bor marriagoe riog, wedding
her through death to Geoffrey, upon the altar
of thesea. She stoopsl ob, what ashock of
water on ber breast! What was it—what was
it?t O onve sown seedd, who knoweth what
the crop is!  Sbo must soon learn now.

“Geoffray! hear me, Geaffrey—1 dis, I die
for vou. 1 will wait for youar the foundations
of the sen, on the topmest heights of heaven,
in the lowest deeps of hell—wherever Lam 1
will al ways wais for you!”

It sinks—it lias sunf. She is alone with
Guod, and the erusl waters, The sun goss out!
Look on thot great white wave seethin
throngh the despening gloom; hearit rushing
towand ber, big with fate!

“Geoffrey, my darling—I will wait"—

Farewell to Beatvice! The light went out
of the sky, and the darkness gathered on the
weltering s, Farewell to Beatrice, and all
ber Jove and all ber sin!

CHAPTER XXIX
A WOMAW'S LAST WORND.

7

I
o
&
v
&

As he did #o a letter waa placed tn his
hand.

Geoffrey enms down to breakfast sbout
eleven o'clock on the morning of that day the
first hours of which be hnd spent at Euston
station. Not seeing Effis, he asked Lady
Hoooria where she was, and was informed
that Anne, the Frénch bonne, sald the child
was not well, und that she hed kept her in
bed to breakfust,

*“Do you mean to ssy that yon have nol

that, stirred from time to time by tho wash of | been up to see what is the matter with her”
the high tide, mlemniy tolled her passing sonl! | asked Geoffrey,

Bhe paddisd on; the wound of that death

*No, not yer," answered bis wife. I have

knell shook her merves, and mada her feel | bad the dressmaker hero with my new dress
faint and wenk. Ob, it would have been | for the duchess’ ball to-morrow; it's lovely,
sasier had she beets us she was & yearago; be but I think that there isn little too much of
fore she Jearned to love, and, hand in hand, | that creamy Jace about it

bad seen faith and bope reariso from the
depths of ber slirred soul. Then, being but a
heathen, she could have mat her end with all
& beathen's streogth, knowing what she lost,
and belleving, too, that she weunld find but

And now it was otherwiss, for in ber

on in & thousand forms, changed, indeed, but
Indestructible and immortal, whils the spirit-
val part, with all fts bopes and loves and
fears, mwelted into nothingnes! 1t could not
: surely on some pew shore she should once
greet ber love,  And if It was not, how

“meet har in that under world,
gy mardéred, her lifo blood on ber
1 Would ber motber turn away from

E_!'

EEE

of doom might strike her into overlusting

But, be thesin what it might, vet would
sin it for the sake of Geoffrey—ay, even

Bhe bept bor bead and prayed. “0Oh, Powir
thnt art above, from whom 1 come, to whom

deed thy natne is Love, weigh

1 and the little brother, whom she bad !
loved, would bis reject ber?  And what voice |

‘With en exclamntion of impatienpe Geof-
frey ross and went upstairs, found. Efle
tossing about in bed, her faco fushed, her
eyes wide open, and berlittle honds quits hot,

“8and for the doctor at onee,” he said.

The dootor cameand exomined the child,
asking her if she had wot her feet lutely.

“Wes, 1did, two dagsago. [ wotmy fest
in a puddie in the strest,” shoanswernd. “‘But
Annodid say that they would soou get dry it
1 held them to the tire, bocause my other boots
was not clesn, Oh, my lead does ache,
daddy.”

“AL " said the doctor, and then covering
the ehild up, took GeolTrey asids and told him
that lils daughter had gota mild attack of in-
flammation of the lungs  There was no causoe
for anxiety, only she must be looked after and
gunrded from chills.

Geoffrey asked if be shouid send for a
trained nurse.

“Oh, no,” sald the doctor,
it is necessary, at any r=te at pressut,

“T o not think
I will

she must reap a harvest of eternal woe, 'tell the nurse what tn do, and doubtiess your

wile will keep an eve on ber."
Bo Anne was called up, and vowed that =ho

‘bave mercy ou me! Spirit, it in- | would guard the eberished child like the ay-
Y mm)‘ Imr:iu thy 'ple of bereye Indeed, tio, the boots wers not
anos, and let i 10t the scale of sin, Ok, Wot—there was 4 lttle, a very little mud on
God of Baerifice, be not wroth at my deed of them;that wus all.
wmorifice, and give mo pardon, give me lils
A o - mywi: attend o her properiy,” said Geolfrey, fesl-

“Well, don’t talk so much, butses that you
ing rather doubtfol, for be did not wrust

indeed,  Aunns, Howover, Lo thought be would swe

passion for one himsalf that there wasno npglect.  When sha

But, then beard wikat was the matter Lady
prayed—Boatrice, Wasmuch
the]imig

toat

Reall," sbe e, “chikdeonace the most

1

Look, tho day is dving |

Geofl- |

Can she |

noything of the sort, Honorin—only she must
be properly lookad atzar, Tdonot trust this
woinan Anne, T havehalfa mind togetina
trairied nurse, after all”

*Well, if you do, stie will havs to slesp out
of the hoose, that's all.  Amelia” (Lady Gar-
sington) “is comlng up te-night, and I must
have somewherea to put her maid, and there 15
no room for ancther bed in Effie’s room.™

“Oh, very well, very well,” muid Geoffrey,
“1 dare say that it will be all right: bat if
Efffe gets any warse, you will plesss under-
stand thet room must be wade™

Hut EfMio did not get worse, * She reniained
mucs about the sime.  Geoffrey sat at home
all day and employed Limself.in reading
tiriefs; fortunately Lo had not to go to court.
Aboutsix o'clock e went down to thas house,
anid having dinsd very simply ond quietly,
took his ssut and listenod 1o somedreary talk,
which was baing carriel on for the befiefit of
the reporters, about the adoption of the
Welsh lunguagze in the law courts of Wales

Suddenly ha becams atwars of a most ex-
traordinary sense of oppression. . An inde-
fnable dread took hold of him, his very soul
wae fillsl with tarriblo apprelensions  and
alarm, Something drendlut seemad o knock
st the portals of hissenso, n horror which he
could not grasp. His :nind wos confused, ot
little by little it grew clearer, and he bezan
s unidersiand that a danger threatencd Ben-
trice, that she wasin great peril.
mire of it Her agonlzed dying ories reached
him where his was, though in po form which |
be conld anderstand; once more her thoaght
beat on kis thought—onoe. morsand for ths
Inst time her =pirit spoke to his,

Then suddeniy a cold wind sesmadl to
breathe upon his fncs and Uit his balr, amd
wverything was gone. His mind whs asit had |
been, nzain he heard the dreary arator, and |
smw the members slipping away to dinner,
The condititms that disturbed himhad paased,
| titings wore as they bad been. Nor was this |
stranpe, for tho link waos Broien.  Beatries |

wis dend. She had passed into the demains
| of impenetrable silencs

Geoffres sat up with o gasp, and as be did
60 o lettar wes placed in bis band. It was nd-

|

¥ | ghe wonld never bayve committed suleide.
dressed in Bentrice's bandwriting abd bore | ‘

'tho Chester postmark. A chill fear selzed |
him. What did it containl He hurried with |
it into a private room and opened it It wis
dated from Bryngelly on the previous Sun-
dny, and bad swaral inclosures.

“My dearest Geoffrey,” it began, **1 baye
. never before addressd you thus on paper, |
nor should I do sol now, knowing to what |
riskssuch written words might put you, wero
it pot that occasions may arise (ng in this
cass) which seem to justify ths risk. For |
when all things are ended bet ween a man and |
!a woman who are to each other what we
| Binye been, then it is wall that the ony who |
goes should speak plainly befare specch be- |
coines impossible, if only thas the one who is
left should not misunderstand that which has
besn done,

“Geollrey,it is probable—it is almost certain
—that before your oves read thess words 1
shall ba where in the body they can never ssa

\ me more, I write to you from the brink of |
the grave; when you read it will bave closed |
over me.

“Geaffrey, 1 shall bo dead !

1 received your dear letter (it is destroyed
now! in which you expressed a wish that I |
should coms away with you to some other
country, and I answered it in elght brief
waords, Idared not trust myself to write mors,
nor bad I nny time, How could you think that
| Ishonld ever accept such nn offer for my own

stlin, when to do &y woulid have been to rain

‘)‘Dul But first I'will tell you all that has
| imppened here.” Hers followod n long and
| exaot deseription of thoss events with which
we ars alrendy acquninted, inpluding the de-
nunciation of Beatrice by her sister, the
threats of Owen Davis a8 regards himsalf,
and the measures which she bhad adopted to
gain tima,

“Parther" the lettar continuad, I inelogs
you your wife's letter to me. And here I wish
to stata that Ihave not one word to say
against Lady Honoria or her lotter.  Lthink
that she was perfectly justified in writing as
sho did, for after all, donr Geoffroy, you are
her husband, and in Joving each other we
have offended agninst her. Sho tells me trdly
that itismy duty to makeall further com-
munications botween us imponsible. There is
only ane way to do this, and 1 take it

“And now I have spoken enough about
myself; nor do I wish to enter into details
that conld only give you pain.
no ecandal, dear, and if sny word shiould be
raised agaiust yvou after I am gono, I have
provided an answer in thesscond letter which
I bave inclossd, You can print it if neces-
sary; it will bea sufficient reply to any talk. §
Nobody after reading it can beliove that you
wore in any way connected with the secident
which will bappen. Dear, one word more—
' stlil about myself, you see! Do not blame
yourself in this matter, for you are not to
blame; of my own fres will I do it, becavss
in the extremity of circumstances [ think it
best that one should go and the other be
saved, rather than that both should be in-
volved in a common rufn.

“Dear, do you remember how, in that
strange vision of mine, Idreamed that yon
came and touched me on the breast and
showed ma light? - 8a it hasenine to pass, for
you have given mo love—that is light; and
now in death [ shall seek for wisdom, And
this being fuifilled, shall not tho rest be ful-
fiilled in its seasoul Shall I uobsisin those
clondy ballis till I ses you coms to seek me,
the word of wisdom on your lips! Aud sinco
I canpot have you to myself, and heall in
all to you, why, I am glad to go; for here in
the workl is neither vest nor happiness As
in my drenm, too dften doss ‘Hope seom to
rind ber starry robes’

“1 am glad to pofrom such & world, in
 which but one bappy thlng has found me—

the blessing of your love. 1 an wornout with

Thera will L |

Geoffrey, you -ﬂ‘l"mw er, not rw!“'*‘”'-‘ : “Dend—dead! Wihat do you mean? How
self intercst, but ‘to large ang mhym,:!hou;{téﬁw&m-Mcmommmum dli_ she dief" he asked.
. 3 ; could find Ler.

you will always strive tohelp the poor, to
break down oppression (l'om thoss who bave
to bear it and'to advance the honor of your
country, You will doall this from your own
beart, and not becauss [ ask It of you, but re-
member that your fams will beiny bést man-
ument—though none stall ever kuow the

|

}

grave it covérs,

rey, my darling, to whown I bnve never been
n wife, to whom [ am mare than aty wile, do

“HParewell, farewell, farewelil Oh, Geoff- |

not forget me in the long vears that are to
come, Do not forget me when others (atter
you and try to win your love, for nobe can
be to yoa what I bave been—pone can ever
love you more than that lost Beatvics who
writes thest heavy words to-night, and «ho

will pass awny blessing vou with ber last

Urenth, to await yoa, if she may, in the land
to which your feet nleo draw daily en.”

Then came o tear stained postsoript in pen-

cil dated from Paddington station on that

face ctice more.
house amnd beard your greatspeeci).

very morning.

“I jourmeyed to Lundon to seo you, Gea(T-
rey. 1 could not die withoutlooking ou your
I was in the gallery of the
Your

friend found mo n plice. Afterward I

'of the gatewny.

touiched your coat as you passed by the pillar
Then I ran away, becanss 1

s your friend tnrn and look 2t me, I ghall

'kias this lattar just hiere, bafors 1 close it—
| keles It there, too—it is our last cold embracs,

Before the end, 1 sghall put on the ring you
gave me; o my hand, [ mean, I have al-

| ways worn it upon my breast, When I
tounhed you ns you passad throogh the gate-
| way I thought that [ should bhave brolen

down and callad to you—but I found strength

it

the wenariness and struggle, aud now that T
have lost you I long for rest. 1 do npt know
if I'sin in what I do; if so, may T be forgiven]
It forgivencss is impossible, so be it. You

will forgive me, Geoffrey, and von will pl-

ways love me, however wicked [ may be;even
if, at the last, you go where I nm not, you
will remember aud love the erring woaman to
whomni, being so little, you still wereall in nll
We sra not martied, Geoffrey, acoording to
the customns of the world, but two short doys
from bence I shall calpbrate a srvice thay i
greater and more solemn than any of the
earth; for Death will be the prisst, ans that
aith which I shall take will be to all eteruity.
Who can prophesy of that whereof man has
no sire knowledge!  Yet do I beliove thatin
A time to come wo sbhall ones mare ook in
cach other's eyes nnd ltiss each other's lips,
and beone forever more. I this ikso; it ia
warth while to have lived and died; if noy,
then, Goallrey, farewell!

“If Imay 1 will always Leneat to you.
Listen to the night wind, and you shall hear
my voice; look on the stars, you will see iny
eyes; and my love shall beas the air you
breathe. Anl whon st last the enil comes,
remember me, for if 1 liveat all 1sball be
about you then, What have ] more to sayi
Bo muech, my dear, that worils cannot convey
it. Letit bo antold; but whenever you hear
or read that which is beautifol and tender,
think, ‘this is what Bsatrice would have said
to mo and eould not!’

“You will bo a great man, dear, the fore-
most, or ane of tho foremost, of your age
You bave already promised me to persevore
to this end; I will not &sk you to promise
alresh. Dornot bo content to accept the world
15 wolnen must,  Great men do ot ac

the worlds

not todoso. My heartis breaking and my

eyes are blind with tears; I can write no
“more; I bave no mote to say.

KRow ouea
ngain good-by. . Ave stquo wale—ob, my
love. B

The second latter was a dommy; that is to
say, it purported 0 be such an epistle as suy

He was | young lady might have written to a gentle-
| man friend. It bagan, “Deur Mr. Bingham,”

and ended *Yours sincerely, Batrics Grau-
ger: was filled- with chit chint, and exprosssd
hopes thnt be would be ablo to come down to

Eryngelly again later in the summer, when
ey would go cancelng.

It was obvious, thought Beatrice, that if
Groffray was accused by Owen Davies, or
anybody else, of belug concerned with her
mysterions eud, the prodoction of sach a
frank opistle, written two days previously,

| would demonstrate the absurdity of the iden,

Poor Beatrico, she was full of precautions.
Let him who may imiaginoe the effect pro-

| deed upon Geoffrey by this heart rending
| and astonnding spistle!

Conlid Beatrics hnve
peon his face when he bl finished rending it
In
a minute it became like that of ah old man.
Ax the whaole trath suilke into his mind, sach

! an agony of horror, of remorse, of unavailing

woe and hopeléssness, swept eoross his soul
thay for o moment hoe thoughit his vital forees
must give way beneathit, and that he should

| die, ak indesd in that dark bour be would

have rejoicad ta, Oh, how pitifal it was—
how pitiful and how awful!l To think of this
poor beloved woman going down to louely
death for him—a strong mau; to picturo ber
erouching behiml that gateway pillar and

| touching his eont as he pussad, while he, the

thrive accursal fool, knew nothing till too
late; to know that he had gong to Euston and
not to Paddington; to remember the divios
stiength and beauty of the love which he had
Jost, and that face which be should never see
again! Oh, his.heart would break., Noman
could bear ip!

And of those cowarids who hounded ber to
death, if, indeed, she was already dead! Oh,
e would il this Owen Davies; yes, and
Elizabath ton, were it not that she was a wo=
man; and ns for Honorin, be hod done with
ber. Scandal! What did he care {or soan-
dall If bho had his will there should be a
seandal Indeed, for he would beat this Owen
Davies, this reptile, who did uot hesitata to
uss & woman's terror to prosper the fulfilling
of his Iust; $vs, nod then drag him to the
continént and kil him there, Only vengeance
was loft to vim!

Btoo, he must not give way—perhaps sha
was not dond—perbaps that horrible presags
of evil which had struck bim like astorm
was: nothing but a dream. Could ho tele.
grapht No, it was too Iate; the office at
Bryngelly would be closed—it wos past 8
now. But he could gt Thers wis a troin
lenving a little after 9—he should be there by
half post § to-morrow. And Effle was ili!
wull, surely they could lcok alter har for
twenty-four bours; siie was in no danger, and
he must go—he coulld not bear this torturing
suspepse.  Oh, how had ghe done the deed?

Geoffrey soatched o ghest of paper and
tried to write. Ho could not, his hand shook
g0, With n groun he rosse, and. going to the
refreshment room, swallowad two glnsses of
brandy, ona after another, The spirit toolk
effoct oo him; ha could write now. Rapidly
he seribbled on s sheat of paper:

“I bave been called away upon important
business, and shall probably not be back till
Thursday morning, See that Effle is proper-
ly attended to, If Iam not back you must
not go to the duchesy ball,

“GEOFFREY BINGRAM."

Then he addressed the letter to Lady Ho-
noria, and dispatehed o commissionnniza with
it. This done, he called aonb and bada the
cabman drive to Euston as {ost as bis horse
could go.

CHAPTER XXX,
AVE ATQUR VALE

- -
“T say that there is a Glod,”

That frightful journey-—no pightinare was
over hall so awfal! Buat it camo to an end at
lnst—there was tho Bryngelly station, . Geodl-
roy gprung front the train and gave his ticked
to tho porter, glaneing in his fase ay bodid
g0, Burely if thero had beenn tragody thoe
man wonld know of it, and show sigus of half
Joyous emotion, as is the fashion of sue
ple when something awiul and @
Las hnppenod to- somebody clse,
showed co suoh signs, ol a ghmmer of bope
found its way inte Geoffray’s tarmentsd
bireast,

Ho' lsft the station nod walked rapidly to-
ward the vicsrage Tiose who know whist o
pitch of horror sugpenss can reach moy im-
agins hiz feelingses hodid so; but it wassoon
to be pot anend to now.  As he drew near
the vicarags gute ho met the fat Welsh per-
vaut girl Detty ruonning towanl bim.  Then
hope [eft GealTrey.

The girl recognized bim, and in ber con-
fusion did pot seamn the least astonlshed to sos
hitn walking thera pt a quarter to 7o a sum-
mer marning,  Indeed, svan she vagualy con-
nevted Gooffrey with Beatles in’ Lor mind,
for she at onoe said, in her thick English:

*0h, sir, do you know wherg Miss Beatrice
s

“*No," he answered, eatehing at « railing
for support, **Why do you ask? I have not
seen her for weeln,

Then the girl plunged into a loug story.

. Granger and Miss Granger wero away
from home, and woell ot bs back for an-
othier two hourg,  Miss Beatrics had gons out
yesterdey aftarnoon aiid had not come back
to téa. ' She, Betty, lind nob thought much of
it, balisving that she had stopped to spend
the evening somowhere, aud being very tired

Voms reform ib—aud $ou ure of | 1K £00e to bed about b leaving the door us-

| the boathouse,' he-eaid,

~This when sha waolte, it was
mnn'uMm BEE 1O Son b e b

|
*Whore was she going when she went outt™
Geofrey askad,
She did not Lrow, but she thought that
Bedtrice was rolisy ou? In the canon,

Leastways she put o bt thanls shoes, which
ghe alrays wore when she wett out boaring,

Geoffrovy understood it all now. “Cometo
Thoy went down to the beach, whore as yet
nnbody was about except a few working pso-

ple. Near the boathousa Geoffres mer oid
Edward walking along with a key inhis band.

“Lord, sict" he sid, *“You here, sir! andd
in thap there quear hat, too, What i it, e

“Did Miks Baatrico o out fn her canos yes-
terday evening, Edward!? Geoffrey asked,
honrsely.

“No, sir; not as [ know on. My boy
locked up the bhoathonss last night, and Tsup-
poss ha lookod fn it irst, What! You don't
mcan tn say— Stop; we'll swon know. Ob,
Goad ] the canoe’s gone!™

Thera was o dlence, an awfol silence. Old
Edward broke it.

“Sha's drovned, sir—that's what she is—
drowned ot Inst! and sho's the finest woman
in Wales 1 kmew she would be one day, poor
dear] and she the beauty that sho was: and
all along of that d—d unlueky cruft. Goad
help hor! She's drowned, 1 say"—

Betty burst out {nto lowd weeping at his
words,

‘*Stop that noise, girl," ssld Geoffray, turn-
ing his pale fuce toward ber.  Go brck to the
vicarnge, nod if Mr. Granger comes home
before 1 got back, tell him what wa fenr,
Edward, send some men to ssarch the shore
toward Coed, and somne more in a sailing
beat. [ will walk toward the Ball Rock—you
can fallow me,"

Ha started, and swiftly tramped along the
gands, searching the sea with hisaye. On he
walked sullenly, desparately striving to bope
against hopes,  On, past the Dog Rocks, round
the long corve of beach, till ke enime to the
Ampbithentra. Tho tido wns high again; he
could barely passthe projesting point.  He
wns round I, aod his beart stood still; for
thure, bottom upward, and gently swaying to

and fro,as the spaubt waves rocked it, was P

Beaatrice's ennos,

Sadly, hopelessly, heavily, Geolfrey waded
kneo deep into the water, and, eatehing the
bow of the canos, dragged it avhors. Thare
was, or sppoared to e, nothing in it: of
course he conld nob expect anything aise. Its
ocvupant had’ sunk, and besn carried out to
sen by the ehb, whereas the canoe had drifted
back to shore with the marning tide,

Ha renied it upon its end aod let the water
drain out of i, and from the hollow of the
bow arcl sowsethiog came rolling down, some-
thing bright and heavy, followed by a'brown
object. Hastily ho lowerwd the canocaguin,
und picked up the bright trinket, It was bia
own ring—the Romun ring e had given Dea-
trice; and which she told nimin the letter she
wonld woar in her hour of death. He touched
it with his lipsanid pizced it hack upon his
hand, this token from the beloved dead, vow-
ing that it should never leave his hand in life,
aml that after dexath it shoald be buried on
Bim, And so it will ba, perhaps to be dug up
thonsanids of yoars honee, mnd once move
plag o part in the romance of unhorn ages,

Ave atque vile—that was the inscription
rudely cut within its round. Greeting and
farewell—hor own list words to Lim. Oh,
Beatrice, Beatrice! to you slso nye atgque vale,
You could not bove sent n fitter message,
Greeting and farewell! Did it not sum italll
Within the circle of this little ring was writ
the epitome of homan lfe; hers was tha be-
ginning and the end of Love nnd Hats, of
Hopo and Fear, of Joy and Sorrow.,

Beatrice, hail! Beatrice, farewall! till per-
chanre o spirit rushing earthiward shall cry
“Greating™ in another tongue, and Death,
descending to his own plnes, shoking from
His wings the dew of tears, shall answer,
“Forawell to ma and Night, ye children of
Eternnl Day!"

And what was this other velic? Ha lifted
It—it was her tennis shoo, washed from her
foot—Geofllrey knew it foranee he had tled it.
Then Geoffrey broke down—it was too much,
He threw himeslf upen the grest rock and
sobbed, that rock whero be bad st with her,
and heaven had opened to their sight. But men
ara not ghven o such exhititions of emation,
nnd fortunately for him the paroxysm did
not last. He conld not have borne it for long.

He rose and went again to the edge of the
een. At this momest old Edward and his gon
arrived. Geoffrey pointad to the boat, and
then Beld up the lttle slioe.

“Ah," saill the old man, “as I thought,
Guond belp her! She's gone; sha'll never come
ushore no maore, she won't, She's twenty
miles away by now, she is, breast up, with
the gulls s-sereaming avor bar, I[t's that there
d——l canos, that's what it = I wish to
Good I had broke itup long ego. 1'd rather
bave bullt ber a boat for nothing. 1 would,
D—n the unlucky craft!” screamed the old
man at the top of Lis voice, and turning his
head to hidé the teurs which were strenming
down his rugged face. “And her that I
uursed, and pulled out of the waters once all
but dead. D—n it I say! There, take that,
you ssa witeh, you!" and he picked up a greas
bowlder and brashed it through the bottom of
the canos with all his strength, “You sha'™n't
never drown no more, Bat it has brought
you good luck, it has, sir; yon'll be w for-
tunit man all your life now. It bas brought
you the drowned one's shoe.™

“Don't break it any more,” said Geolfrey.
“8he used to volue it:.  You haid better bring
it along between you—it may be wanted., I
om going to the vicarnge."

He walked back, Mr. Granger and Elizs-
bath hed not-yet arrived, but they were ex-
pected overy minute. He went into the sit-
ting room. It was full of memoriesand to-
| kens of Beatrice, There lay a novel which he
had given ber, and there wus yestenday's pa-
per that she had brought (rom town, Tho
Standard, with his speech in it

Cleoffrey covercd his cyess with bis band,
and thought. Noneknew that shie hnd commiz-
ted suicide except himself. If he rovenled it
things might bo said of her; ha did not care
what was said of him, but be was jenlous of
her dead name. It might be sald, for -
stance, that the whole tale was true, amd that
Beantrice died bocauss slhis could no longse feeo
life without beigg put to an open shame.
Yes, bo had botter bold his tongne as to Low
anil why she died. Sua was dead—nothing
could bring her back, But how, then, should
he arcount for hils presence there?! Easily
enougl, Ho wonld siy frankly that be came
bocauss Beatrice had written to bim of tha
charges maile ngainst her and the threats

against imsll—came to find beor dead, And |

ot that point he would still bave a word with
Owest Davies and Blizaboth,

Seivesly Bad he mode up bis mind whon
Elizzbeth nnd her (athér euterad. Clearly,
frow thelr faces, they biad as yet honsd noth-
I,

Goeofirey row, saudd Elizaleth canght sighs
af g standing with glowing eyes and a face
liko that of Death bhimself, Ehe recoiled in
ularm.

“What brings you here, Mr. Bingham?" she
said, in her hatd voice.

“Caonot you puss, 3is Granger " hosakd,
starnly. A few doys back you mude eeriniy
charges azainst your sister and mysel! in the
pressyen of your father nud My, Owen Do-
viesn These charjges linvo been cothmunicnted
to me, and T hinvs come to noswer them, and
to demanil satisfaction for them:™

Mr. Granger fidgotod nervonsiy, and looked
05 though he wonld ke to escape, but Eliza-
beth, with chavacteristic cournge, shut the
door and faced the storm.

“Yes, [ did mako thos charges, M. Ding-
bam," she sald, “and they Aro trus charg=s,
But stop, we had better send for Beatrice
firse™

““You may ssnd, bnt you will not. find her.”

W hnt do you mesn—what o you meani”
asked lier father, apprebensively.

“Temeans that he has hiddeu bor away, I
snpposs, ' enid Ellaabeth, with a gheor,

“T mean, Mr. Granger, that your daughter
Beatrice'is dowll” -y .

Far once startled out of ber sell command,
Elimbetl gave ulittlecry. wiiils ber father

'

Owen Davies Lurst into the room with wild
eyes

roil light swimming hefore his eyns: then he

*That t& known to God and ber alons,” an-
swernd (Geoffrey.  “8She went out last evens
ing in ber cance. When 1 arrived bers this
morning she was mised for the firss time, 1
walked nlong the beach and found the canoe |
and this insideof ir," amd e placed thasodden |
thoe on the wbin 1

There was a silence. In the midss of jt |

aml dishaveled hair.

“1s {t trued” e oried: *twil me—it cannos
be Lrua that Beatrice is drowned] She cannot
fnve been taken from me just when [ was go-
Ing to marry ber,  Say that it is oot truef”

A great fpry filled Guoffrey’s hearz. He
walked down the room and shut the door, «

turned and grippad Owen Davies' shoulder
ke a 7iso,

“¥on accurssd Llackguard—you unmunly
onrl™ hoosiid: “rou and that wicked woe
gan,” and Lo shoolk bis hand at Elizabeth,
“‘ponspired together to bring s slur upon
fleatrics. Toundhl more; you threatened tont-
tack me, to try and roin me if she would not
give herself up to you. You loathsome bypo-
erite, you tortured lier and frightensd ber:
mow Iam kers to frighten you. You sald
thint you would make the country ring with
your tales [ tell you this—are you listening
to met—if you dare to mention her name in
such n sense, or if that woman dares, T will
wroak every bone in your wretehed body—hy
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wonven, | will kill you!™ and he csst Davies
from Lim, and as be did s struck him beavily
across the face with the back of bis hand.

The man took no notice cither of his worda
ar of the deadly imsult of the blow.

%13 it true,” he scroamed; “is it true that
ghe is dead ™

“Yes," gaid Geoffrey, following him and
pending his tall square frume over him, for
Davies hadd fallen agninss tho wall, “yes, it is
true—shn is dead and beyond your reach for-
ever. Pray to God that you maypot onsday
be called her murderdts—all of you—you
abaimeless cownrde”

Owen Davies gave one shrill ery, and gank
In i huddled beap upon the ground
“Thera is no God,” he moaned; “'frod
vombesd her to me, to be my own—youhave
Lillsd her! vou—you sedueed her first and
then you killed her. [ belisve you kilied berl
Oh, 1 shall go mad!™

“)Mad or sane,” said Geoffrey, “say those
words once morenand I will stamp the life
ont of you where yonare.  You say that God
prﬂm:!;:\l ber to you—promised that woman
to a hound like you! Ab, boe careful!™

Owen Davies made no answer, Crouched
there upon the ground he rocked bimself 1o
and fro, and moaned In the madness of his

el desirn,

lu‘i'!’lr;lls ulu::.“ said Gooffrey, turning toward
and pointing to Eltzabeth, who was glaring nt
bim like n wildeat from tho cornér of the
room, “said that there is no God, Iy that
there ta a God, and that one day, soon or late,
vengeance will fiud you out—you murieress,
you writer of anonymous letters! yon who,
to advance your own wicked ends, whatever
they mny ba, were not ashamed to try and
dr:a'p; _vuulr inoesnt sister's nume into the dirt.
I never believ « in a hell till now, but there
must bea hell forsuch ns you, Elzabeth
Granger. Go your ways; live out your time;
but live evary hour of it in terror of the ven.
geaneo that shall come so suPNy s you mlnll
die. Now for you, sir,” he went on, addressing
the trembling father. "I do not blame you
wo much, because | believe that thas viper
poisoned  your mind. Yoo might have
thought that the tale was true: It fsuot troe;
itisa lie! Beatrics, who now s dead, cama
tto my room in her sleep, and was carried
from it as she eame. And you, her father,
allowed this villaln and your daoghter to us
her distress against her: you allowed him to
make alover of it, with which to fores her
into n marriage thatshe loathed, Yes, cover
up your face—you may well do so0. ‘Do
your worst, one and all of you, but remem-
ber that this time you have to desl with a
man who ean and will strike back, not with
& poor friendles girl"

“Bafore heaven it was not wy faule, Mr,
Bingham,” gasped tha old man. “*Lam lano-
eent of it That Judas woman Elisabsth be-
traved lier sivtar because she wanted to mar-
v him herself,” and i pointad to the Heap
u'u-m tha Qocr, “*She thourht that it would
prejudics him against Dentrice, and he—he
believed that slis was attached to you, nnd
trisd to work upon ber attachient. ™

“So. " snid Geoffrey, “now wa bave it all
And you, sir, stood by ond saw this done.
You stood by thinking that you would maie
a profit of her agouy. Now I will teil you
what [ meant to hide from you. I did love
wer. Idolove her—asshe loved me. I be-
lisva that between you you drove her to her
grave. Her biood boon your heads forever
aodi forever.”™

#Q0h, thks mo home,” groaned the Heap on
the Boor—*take me home, Elizabeth! [ dare
not go alone.  Beatrice will haunt me. My
brain goes round and round, ‘Tiks me away,
Eliznhetl, and stop with me. You are not
ntraid of beri you are afraid of nothing.™

Elizaboth sidled up to him, keeplng her
flerce ayes on Geoffrey all the time, Shewas
utterly cowad and térrifed, but she could
still look fierce. She took the Heap by the
hand and drew him thence, still moaning and
quite crazsd. She led bim away to his eas
tle nnd his wenlth. Bix monthsafterward she
eama forth with bhim to marry him, balf wit-
tadd s he was, A year and eight months af-
terward shie cume out again to bury him, and
found Liorself the richest widow in Wales.

But mark the sequel. In ber breast Iny the
seed of o fital und shoeking malady. Withio

" thrue months of ker delivernnce Elizabeth too
was dead, nnd the wealth passsd elsewhere.

Thev went forth, leaving Geoffrey and Mr.
Graoger olone.  The old man rested his head
upon tho tabie and wept bitterly.

“Be mercifull’® be said, “de not say such
words to ma. [ loved ber, indead, [ did, but
Eliznbath was tooauch for me, and [ nm so

"poor! Oh, if you loved her also, be mereitull
1 do not reproach you beeause you loved ber,
although you bad no right tolovebher, U
you had not loved ber, and made ber love
you, all this weculd never bave happened.
Why do you say such dreadful things to me.
Mr, Binghom?

ui loved ler, &r," snswered Geoffrey,
humbly encugh now that his fury had passed,
“hecanzs, belng what sie was, all who looked

‘on her must love hor, There s no woman
Yeft Like her in the world, But'who am I thas
I should blame you? Gl forgivo usali!l I
oaly live henceforth In the hope that 1 may
one day rejoin bier whero she has gons.

Thers was o pausa

“Mr, Granger,” said Geoffrey, presently,
“pover troutle yoursell nbout money. You

| were ber father; anything von want and that
Lat us shals hands andyay

"1 haveis yours.
| good-by, and lat usu
w ity God forgive s al
* Thank you—thank you,” said the old man,
looking up throush the white hair that fell
| bout ais eyes.  “It is & strange world, aud
we are =!] miserable sinners
& battor sumewliere,
this, erpecinily now that Bepsrice bas gona

wvel mest again. Asl

1
|

ane wuman. Goad-hy! Good-by!"
Then Geoffey wenl
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HE AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE OF
utab, located as

Logan, Utah,
Will open for Stadents on Seplember 3.

It In a territorial institution founded npon &
United States land grant sml by territorinl sg-
propriaticns, for the purpose of giving the
young men aned roung women of Utnh a liberal
apd practical educalion in the several pursalta
nnd professions of life. i has courses in Agri-
cultnre. D atle Econome, Mechanle Arts and
Mrch'.mu-a_l ndipeering, Civil Enginecringe and
oiher speeinl courses,
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it several Aelds of instecetlon,
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state=s Experimental Statlon amd s work of
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appliances; s cooking. dairy, cutting and sawing
deportment: workshops in wood: u new library ;
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filustrations of sohoolroom teachings through-
out (1% four yenrs coursms,
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| J

. W. SANGORYN, Preaidont,
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The courss of study is thorough, embrao-
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In cless beiog included In the Eoglis
course, form mo extra charge. Youn
adies wishing to follow the Higher Ars
Course, or the Musical Course, are aforded
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The usual modification of terms are made
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the Aecademy at the same time

The pupils of All Hallows Collega are
| permitted to wvisit thelr sisters at the
Acudemy.

Half rates can be secured for pupils on
the roads, not outside the territory.

Studies will be resumed far boarders and
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